The Tragedie 

Were red hottc ftecle to feare me to the braine, 

Annoyntcd let me with deadly poyfon, 

And die, ere mcncanfay,Godfaucthe Queene. 

Alas poorefoule,Icnuie not thy glory, 

To feedc my humor, wilh thy fclfe no harme. 

Dxt.G/o. No, when he that is my husband now, 

Came to me as I followed Henries courftr, 

When fcarcc the blood was well walhtftom his hands 
Which i (filed from my other angel husband. 

And that dead faint, which then 1 weeping followed, . 
0,whcn I fay, I lookt on Richards face, 

This was my wi(h,bc thou quoth 1 accurft, 

For malting mefo yong, io old a widow. 

And when thou wcdft,lc.t foi row haunt thy bed, 

And be thy wife, if any be fo baddc 
As miferablc by the death ofthee, 

As thou haft made me by my dearc Lords death, 

Loe,euen I can repeate this uirfc againc, 

Euen in fo fliort a fpace,my womans heart 
Crofly grew eaptiue to his hony words, 

And prou’d thcfubiedls of my ownefoulcs curie. 

Which euer fincehath kept my eyes from ftccpe, 

For neueryct,onc houre in his bed, 

Hauc I cnioycd the golden deaw of fteepe, 

But hauc bene waked by his timerous dreames, 

Befides,hc hates me for my father Warwicke, 

And will fhortiy be ridofme. 

£)u. Alaspoorcfoulc, I pittiet'ny complaints. 

Dut.Glo. No more the from my foulc I mournc for yours. 

Farewell, thou wofull wclcomcr of gloric. 

Dut.Glo. A due poore foulc, thou takft thy leaue of it. 

Dk Tor. Go thou toRichmod,& good fortune guidethec, 
Go thou to Richard, and good Angels guard thee, 

Go thou to fan<3uaric,good thoughts poifeife thee, 

I to my grauc where peaccand reft he with me, 
Eightieoldeycaresofforrow hauc I feene, 

And each houres ioy wrackt with a weeke ofteene. 

Tht 


of Richard the third. 



fhe Trumpets found. Enter Richard crowned, Bucking- 
ham, Cates by, with other Nobles , 

j Stand all apart. Cofcn ofBuckingham, 

Giue me thy hand : 'Here he afeendeth his 

Thus high by thyaduice throne. 

Andthy affiftance is King Richard fcated s. 

But fhall we wearethefe honours for a day? 

Or Hull they la ft, and weteioycein them ? 

Euc. Still liue they, and for euer may they luff. 

Km.Ri. O Buckingham, now I do play the touch. 

To trie if thou be currant gold indeed : 

Yong Edward lines : thinke now what 1 would fay. 

Buc. Say onmygratiousfoueraigne. 

King. Why Buckingham,Ifay I would be King. 

Buc. Why fo you arc my thrice renowmed liege. 

Kmg. Ha : am I King ?tis fo,but Edward liucs. 

Buc. True noble Prince. 

King. O bitter confcqucnce, 

That Edward ftill (hould liue true noble Princef 
Cofcn, thou wert not wont to be fo dull : 

Shall I be plainc? I wifh the baftards dead. 

And [ would hauc itfuddcnly performde. 

Whatfaift thou ? fpeakefuddenly,bcbriefe. 

Buc. Your Grace may do your pleafure. 

King. Tut, tut, thou art all yce,thy kindndfc freczcth, 

Say, hauc I thy confent that they fhall die ? 

Buc. Giue me fome brcath,fome litlc paufc my Lord, 
Before I pofitiuely fpeake herein i 
Iwill rcfolueyour Grace immcdiatly. 

Cat. The King is angry, fee, he bites the lip. 

King. I will conuerfe with iron witted foolcs, 

And mefpediue boycs,nonc are for me 
That lookeintome with con fidcrate eyes: 

Boy, high reaching Buckingham growes circumfpeft. 

Boy. Lord. 

Kmg, Know ft thou not any whom corrupting gold 

Would 
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